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expression, which I do not find so detestable and of which one could
find some examples even in our best writers.
25 August
At Cuverville since yesterday evening. I am rereading, hoping to
take advantage of the impetus, some of the pages written these last
few days; but they strike me as so woolly that I wonder if I am to con-
tinue, Jean Hytier's book on me,26 which I discover at the Gallimard
bookshop (for, out of discretion doubtless, he did not send it to
me and I was ignorant of its existence), had somewhat instilled new
life in me. I think that nothing better has been written on my work
and I like the fact that, following the recommendation of a sentence
from my Journal that he uses as an epigraph, he takes, to judge that
work, an aesthetic point of view. Yes, that book comforted me ...
would have comforted me: for what remains to me today of what
constituted my value?
26 August
I shall convince myself that an element of self-indulgence enters
into my complaining: the need for a certain unity of tone in this note-
book and a sort of feeling of what is artistically suitable, similar to
what made me exaggerate (in the sense of setting forth solely) my
piety in the Green Notebook*7 or my joy (too intentional and, hence,
artificial) in my Nouvettes Noumtures. It is not by depicting my de-
spair that I shall get away from it; but rather a condition already
somewhat above it, which I shall then immediately strive to attain
& la Robert.28 And I shall first convince myself that there is nothing in
this that is not utterly fair and legitimate, as soon as I look upon this
notebook as a means of practice and encouragement I must also learn
all over again how to write.
26th in the evening
What does not seem to me quite fair, on the other hand, is holding
my grief responsible for my languid condition; it is my grief that led
me to it; it is not especially that which keeps me in it And I am prob-
ably not in very good faith when I convince myself of it. I find in it
a too easy excuse for my cowardice, a cover for my laziness. I was ex-
pecting that grief, I foresaw it for a long time, and yet I imagined my
old age, in spite of grief, only as smiling. If I cannot succeed in attain-
28 AndrS Gide, published in Algiers in 1938 and reissued in Paris in
1945.
27  Numquid ettu . . . ? [K]
28   Robert is the husband in Gide's School for Wives and the two sequels,
Robert and Genevieve.